ASTROPHEL AND STELLA

Sweet, for a while give respite to my heart,
Which pants as though it still should leap to thee,
And on my thoughts give thy lieutenancy
To this great cause, which needs both use and art.
And as a queen, who from her presence sends
Whom she employs, dismiss from thee my wit,
Till it have wrought what thy own will attends:
On servants* shame oft master's blame doth sit.
O, let not fools in me thy works reprove,
And scorning say, * See what it is to lovei*
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WHEN Sorrow, using mine own fire's might,

Melts down his lead into my boiling breast,

Through that dark furnace to my heart opptest

There shines a joy from thee my only light:

But soon as thought of thee breeds my delight*

And my young soul flutters to thee his nest,

Most rude Despair, my daily unbidden guest,

Clips straight my wings, straight wraps me in his night,

And makes me then bow down my head and say:

'Ah, what doth Phoebus* gold that wretch avail

Whom iron doors do keep from use of day ?"

So strangely, alas, thy works in me prevail,

That in my woes for thee thou art my joy,

And in my joys for thee my only annoy.

Doubt you to whom ?

DOUBT you to whom my Muse these notes intendeth
Which now my breast, o'ercharged, to music lendeth?

To you, to you, all song of praise is due:
Only in you my song begins and endeth.

Who hath the eyes which marry state with pleasure?
Who keeps the key of Nature's chiefest treasure ?

To you, to you, all song of praise is due:
Only for you the heaven forgat all measure*

Who hath the lips where wit in fairness reigneth?
Who womankind at once both decks and staineth?

To you, to you, all song of praise is due:
Only by you Cupid his crown maintained!.